SEPTEMBER    21     (WEDNESDAY)                 257

yelling protests, slogans, demands in rhythmic unison, like
American students at a football game. The words were clear now,
full of resentment; they were loud enough for the whole world
to hear:

"Long Live the Army!"

"Long Live General Sirovy!"

"The Army to Power 1"

They would shout a slogan about a dozen times, in unison. Then
someone would start another; instantly a chorus of voices would
pick it up, fling it into the world:

"Chamberlain has sold us out!"
"The French have betrayed us!"
"Down with the English!"
"Down with the French!"

The procession moved off the sidewalks. Like a stream that had
burst all bounds, it was spreading over all the lanes on the
Watslavsky, until the street seemed flooded with people. On and
on they marched, around and around, shouting defiance, demands,
denunciations. Suddenly someone started the National Hymn. As
if in obedience to an imperious command, all marching stopped.
Men took off their hats everywhere, even in the windows of hotels
and other buildings. Thousands of voices rose in the air:

" Where is my home?   Where is my home?
Where through meadows rush bubbling fountains,
And the forest murmurs stir through the mountains.
Orchards gay in Spring's device,
Everywhere 'tis Paradise^
And this land so fair and beautiful

Is the Czech land: is my 'home:

Is the Czech land: is my home!'

The whole street joined in the song, even the waiters and
waitresses in the cafes. There was more than a pledge of loyalty
and love in the singing; there was in it a plea, a prayer, perhaps
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